Sacheverell A passage led into it, cut through the hill,
Sitwell    Echoing, rebounding with the million-ringing rai
With walls, ever higher, till the giant lintel
Of huge stone, jagged and immense, rough-hewn
That held up the mountain: it was night within:
Silence and peace, nor sound of wind nor rain,
But a huge dome, glowing with the day from out
Let in by the narrow door, diffused by that,
More like some cavern under ocean's lips,
Fine and incredible, diminished in its stones,
For the hand of man had fitted them, of dwindling
size,
Row after row, round all the hollow dome,
As scales offish, as of the ocean's fins,
Pinned with bronze flowers that were, now, all falL
But the stones kept their symmetry, their separate
shape
To the dome's high cupola of giant stone:
All was high and solemn in the cavern tomb:
If this was death, then death was poetry,
First architecture of the man-made years,
This was peace for the accursed Atridae:
Here lay Agamemnon in a cell beyond,
A little room of death, behind the solemn dome
Not burnt, nor coffined, but laid upon the soil
With a golden mask upon his dead man's face
Foralittle realm of light within that shadowed roo]
And ever the sun came, every day of life,
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